The Lady from Lisbon                                      17
amiably towards the ocean as he stepped lightly
upon their interwoven shadows. The musick from
a guitar came faintly over the breeze------
He found the water pleasant and exhilarating.
Blissfully he turned somersaults amongst the
sparkling wavelets, while the shoals of escaping fry
leapt across his body in the form of phosphorescent
rain. Every memory of Dom Fernandes' over-
powering presence was eliminated in this carefree
moonlit frolic. Young Anselm lay on his back and
gazed at the necklets of stars above, and he no
longer felt himself the ill-paid servitor of a tyran-
nical nabob, but a prince in his world which, at the
moment in those moon-clear shallows, was a
fantasia of surpassing beauty.
Then the corner of his eye caught the movement
of a dark object beneath the palms on the beach,
He had not expected an intruder at that late hour,
He was further surprised to see that the dark
object was unmistakably a woman. He swam to
the other corner of the cove where his clothes lay
upon the sand. As he dressed himself hurriedly
he was aware that the indistinct blur under the
palms had not moved. Curiosity seized him.
Possibly the lady was one of the officials' wives
awaiting her cavelheiro. He would have to pass
her on his way back. He wondered if she had been
amused by his boisterous antics in the water.
She made no movement at his approach. He
could see clearly her black dress and her graceful
lace mantilha. Someone slim and young, and
either very daring or a wanton, for no female would